The Family Reunion

Agatha
Success is relative:

It is what we can make of the mess we have made of thing
It is what he can make, not what you would make for him

Amy

Success is one thing, what you would make for him
Is another. I call it failure. Your fury for possession
Is only the stronger for all these years of abstinence.
50   Thirty-five years ago you took my husband from me
And now you take my son.

Agatha

Why should we quarrel for what neither can have?
If neither has ever had a husband or a son
We have no ground for argument.

Amy

Who set you up to judge? what, if you please,

Gives you the power to know what is best for Harry?

What gave you this influence to persuade him

To abandon his duty, his family and his happiness?

Who has planned his good? is it you or I?

Thirty-five years designing his life,

Eight years watching, without him, at Wishwood,

Years of bitterness and disappointment.

What share had you in this? what have you given?

And now at the moment of success against failure,

When I felt assured of his settlement and happiness,

You who took my husband, now you take my son.

You take him from Wishwood, you take him from me,

You take him...

[Enter Mahy.]
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